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Love 

like  a  warm  ray  of  light 

bursts  through  the  opening  door 

coloring  its  wi  d  ening  scope  with 

dark  and  light  of  a  prism’s  reflecting  shades. 

In  the  moon-lit  room  of  yesterday 

Time  and  wrong  and  gone  cannot  restrain  the 

SpArKlInG  images  d  an  cing 
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The  Stylus  publishes  this  issue  of  poetry  in  order  to  encourage 
the  writing  of  poetry  among  undergraduates.  We  have  tried  to 
include  as  wide  a  variety  of  styles  as  possible  in  order  to  create 
interest  in  what  many  consider  to  be  a  ‘dead’  art  form. 


Windows  Children 


Who  is  waiting  at  the  corner 

while  snow  piles,  cold  drifts 
through  the  near  empty  night, 
dark  moon  haunted  alleys 
Who  is  waiting  while  moonbeams 
clash  with  streetlights  in  the  snow 

Clearnight  when  snow  stops 

streetcars  empty  into  subways  empty 
clanging  driverless  through 
hallways  into  stairways  into  funnels  into 

Snow  again  falling  curtains  falling 
on  empty  theaters 

who  is  waiting  watching  windows  children 
while  moonbeams  clash  with  streetlights 
in  the  snow 


patrick  michael  ginnetty 
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The  sun  is  shining  and  the  birds 
are  full-moon  fat 
with  kitchen  crusts  saved 
in  a  brown  paper  bag. 

The  balloon  man  is  selling  peanuts  too. 
And  I  am  crying. 


pat  balboni 
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For  Dylan  Thomas 


They  say  the  dreamer’s  not  real 

only  the  dream 

the  things  it  means, 

the  rolling  fields 

the  deep  blue  memories, 

the  string  of  melodies, 

footsteps 

in  the  long  passage 

to  the  expression  on  the  face  that  fades, 

to  the  laugh  that’s  lost  in  nothingness, 

except  for  remaining 

where  no  thing  should  remain; 

the  dream  lingers 

for  they  say 

the  dreamer’s  not  real. 

To  trace  a  line  through  a  train  of  thought, 

to  catch  the  ghost  that  strays, 

to  think  you ’ve  finally 

caught  the  gift  without  the  pain 

of  waiting,  waiting 

in  the  room  that  dust  neglects 

reflects  the  callous  war 

within  the  wall  of  thought 

reflects  the  eye  that  sees 

forgets  the  ear  that  hears. 

The  joker  casts  his  evil  glance, 
the  dance  of  Christ, 
of  soot,  of  ashes  remnant, 
the  fear  of  being  wrong 
is  lost  within  the  wall; 
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The  thought  of  being  Jewish, 
of  being  Jewish  in  Warsaw, 
in  Warsaw,  in  1941, 
in  1941,  Mr.  Thomas 
you  were  the  search— 
the  beautiful  nature  of  truth, 
the  true  nature  of  beauty, 
and  the  true  beauty  of  nature 
the  search  .  .  . 

Lost  among  life’s  necessities 
thinking  only  of  Caitlin 
the  deark  and  lean  coast  of  Wales 
the  dark  and  lean  loins, 

(the  jews,  the  jews 
Warsaw  .  .  .  1941  .  .  .  ) 

and  yet  your  beauty 
forgives  all. 


The  joker  casts  his  evil  glance, 
the  dance  of  Christ, 
of  soot,  the  ashes  remnant .  .  . 
the  single  torch 
removing  darkness, 
that  laugh  that  dies— 


the  image  remains, 
the  line  drawn,  forgotten 
drawn  again, 

impaled  on  thought,  forgotten 
the  line  is  drawn, 
drawn  again,  gypsy  thoughts 
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Mr.  Thomas  regrets 
his  presence 
cannot  be  redeemed 
is  irredeemable, 
and  yet  his  beauty  .  .  . 

forgives  the  dance  of  Christ, 
of  soot,  of  ashes  remnant, 

forgives  all. 

‘Reality  was  born  of  dream  shreds 
Solomon’s  ring 

gave  birth  to  the  dance  of  Christ, 

to  the  glance  that’s  cast, 

to  the  ashes,  burnt  forgotten, 

to  the  dream  remaining 

without  the  dreamer, 

for  they  say  the  dreamer’s  dead. 


john  grainger 
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There  is 

To  the  East  an  orange  Sliver 
Between  the  clouds 
And  mountains. 


They  can  kill  me. 

They  may  kill  me,  reason.  . . 

I  cannot  fight;  or  even 
pray 

Only 

Beg  through  fair-haired-short-cropped-blue-eyed 
death  mask. 


Deep  beneath  a  grey  sea 
Silent,  or 

Quiet  in  a  November  ravine, 
Await. 


There  is 

To  the  East  an  orange  Sliver 
Between  the  clouds 
And  mountains. 


richard  b.  mcnamara 
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Nude 


Two  buttercups  on  two  stems. 

See  what  they  flower  out  to. 

The  legs  are  two  swans. 

Each  one  swings 

like  a  lantern  shaft  on  the  wind. 

The  breast  is  no  beacon; 
it  slopes  with  a  life  of  its  own. 
Under  each  branch, 
it’s  a  hassock. 

It’s  a  home. 

And  not  to  be  cornered. 

There  is  underbrush,  foliage 
the  hand  in  its  classical  pose 
casually  grazes. 

Each  hand’s  a  bird,  a  petal. 

A  boat  in  search  of  its  mooring. 
And  there  are  soft  moorings 
and  infinite  ways  to  land. 

Nails  become  drills, 
skin  is  a  mask  to  shred. 

All  skin  is  mask  to  a  woman  alone. 
Alligator  woman. 

Like  a  lodestone  her  harbors 
where  ocean  swells; 

When  ripe,  she’s  a  lazer. 

And  never,  a  man  might  say, 
out  of  season. 


mary  chap 
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make  love- 
harsh 

too  raucous 

for  the  beauty; 


cellar  door- 

soft 

stirring 

the  synthesis. 


slime. 


vera  thompson 
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can  you  hear  the 


A  ripe  sea- fertile  moon 

Leaves  whispering  thickly  to  the  wind 

Down  the  ravine  two  pools 

Oil-smooth 

Deep 

Two  eyes  sleepless  reflecting 

Voices  sounding  from  the  black  and  deep 

Breaking  noiselessly  on  the  surface 

You  are  smooth  and  unbroken 
I  can't  see  where  you  are 
Can  you  hear  the  voices 
It's  in  the  air  tonight 
I  want  you 


peter  pleasants 


voices 
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All  this,  colored  in  a  thousand  different  forms 
had  always  been  there. 

Hidden  in  wonder  and  snow,  or  sudden  with  summer, 
this  land  stares  at  the  sun  in  a  huge  silence, 
endlessly  repeating  something  I  can  not  hear. 

Inarticulate,  arctic,  not  written  on  by  history, 
empty  as  paper. 

Clouds,  now,  are  the  solid  substance, 
a  floor  of  wool  roughed  by  the  wind 
standing  in  waves  that  halt  in  their  fall 
a  still  of  troughes. 
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The  lake  is  sharp  along  the  shore 

trimming  the  bevelled  edge  of  land  to  level  curves; 
the  fretted  sand  goes  slanting  down  through  liquid  air 
till  stones  below  shift  here  and  there 
floating  upon  their  broken  sky, 
all  netted  by  the  prism  wave  trippled 
where  currents  are. 

High  steep  rock  of  color  have  the  most 
distant  echo  I  have  ever  heard. 

Splotches  of  fallen  trees 
what  they  meant  to  do  instead  of  fall 
is  not  in  earth  or  time  recoverable, 
fossile  of  intention,  the  shapes  of  rot. 

Beauty  buds  from  mire,  I,  a  singer  in  season, 
observe  that  death  is  a  name  for  beauty  not  in  use. 
British  Columbia  ’69 


mike  sheridan 
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USA  Revisited 


The  drugstore  on  Mercy  Street 
sells  tickets  for  rides  on  the 
Rock  Island  Rocket 
from 

Peoria  to  Chicago 
and  back  again. 


“Rock  Island  line  is  a  mighty  good  road” 

Past  the  canal  dug  jointly 

by  the  darkies  and  the  micks, 

Past  the  rotted  shacks, 
and  limestone  caverns, 

Past  blood  and  time  and  cornfields. 

“Rock  Island  line  is  the  road  to  ride” 

Where  the  Little  Giant,  Honest  Abe, 
and  Bryan  found  listeners, 

Where  Debs  and  Big  Bill  Haywood 
organized  the  miners, 

Where  the  wobblies  and  the  anarchists 
loved  humanity, 
fought  the  scabs, 
dynamited  the  owners, 
made  the  world  safe  for  socialism, 
hated  wars, 
were  jailed, 
and  executed. 

“If  you  want  to  ride  it, 

Gotta  stride  it  like  you’re  fly  in’  ” 

The  drugstore  on  Mercy  Street 
sells  tickets  for  rides  on  the 
Rock  Island  Rocket 
from 

Peoria  to  Chicago 
and  back  again. 

“Get  your  ticket  at  the  station 
On  the  Rock  Island  line.” 


john  foley 
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To  the  Upstairs  Toilet 

After  a  Week  of  Diarhea 

and  Hourly  Gargling  With  a  Strep  Throat 


Cup  of  gold  medicine 
In  hand 
Legs  wrapped 
In  orgasmic  embrace 
Around  you 
To  ex  speculate 
My  throat's 

Night's  collection  of  dreams 
Into  your  awaiting 
Daisease  scented 
Blue  bowl 

Touch  a  silver  handle 
And  the  avarous  god 
Swallows  my  offerings 
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A  change  of  position 
Caress  my  buttocks 
With  your  smooth  seat 
To  offer 

The  rejected  penicillin 
And  night’s  dreams 
of  my  bowels 
Wrapped  in  stiff 
White  paper 

Touch  a  silver  handle 
And  the  hungry  whore 
Swallows  my  offerings 

My  blue  bowled  lover 
Takes  my  offerings 
To  spill 

On  another s  floor 
Or 

To  the  creek 
At  the  street’s  feet 
Where  gulls 
And  ducks 
And  field  mice 
Play 

Touch  a  silver  handle 
And  the  smut  peddler 
Swallows  my  offerings 


deborah  e.  brouillard 
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From  ‘Mornings  Gore’ 


The  doorstep  shadows  pause  across 
my  feet,  the  banshee  cries  of  pain; 
an  ambulance  flashing  deep  tombs 

of  silence  sheared  from 
sleep,  motor  flashing  pain, 
winds  of  hours  lost  on 
severed  thought,  dark,  and  shadows  crawling 

searing  paths  of  glory  on  the  city  sky. 


pain  beats  my  back,  it  is  not  mine 
it’s  not  mine,  the  scrambling  day 
wails,  pinching  doubts,  beyond  the  wall 
fear  cramps  fingers  into  knots, 
pain  beats  my  back. 


wendy  sleeps  the  morning 
glancing  through  the  pale 
window  facing  ramona’s 

I  watch  the  alley 

cats  playing  beside 
the  trash  man’s  trumpet, 
glaring  sounds  of  incest. 
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I  look  to  see  the  dream 
ascend  from  Logan’s  parrot 
song,  look  back  to  sleep  and 
wendy’s  dreaming  form,  to 
sleep,  my  dreaming  form, 

escape,  the  dance  of  dawn. 


I  love  her,  I  love 

the  earth  crumbling  beneath 

my  knotted  fingers, 

peace  peace  peace 
alone  and  savioured  grace 
dispends  the  traitored  path,  likely, 
and  all  substance  darks,  the  wanting  shadow 
tossing,  pass  my  doorstep,  peace,  dawn  broken 

by  this  cry  of  pain. 


The  blood  shackles  time  want¬ 
on  blacks  of  war 
tear  drops,  and  sprinkle 
holy  spears  of  hope,  the 
aisle  shakes  in  sanctus 
flowers  cast  before 
the  garden  morning 

spirited 

by  special  visions  of 
light  drawn  fragments 

bursting  to  hide  the  sun. 
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passion  shakes  the  dawn 
loose,  I  touch  her, 
feel  her  grow  to  life 
beside  my  still-born 
sleep, 


I  have  dreamed  your 

simple  ways 


have 

touched  you  beneath 
my  sleep. 

blood  breaks  my  chains; 
morning  flowers  sing,  even 
the  church  has  gathered  in 

joy- 


It  seems  the  morning 
scrapes  against  the  pivot 
noon  flushing  hours  of 
scarlet  breath,  posted 
dreams,  and  walking 
tones  of  light  beneath 
the  somber  rise  of  tides. 


these  hours  then  to  dusk 
assemble  quiet  on  the  ebb, 
elbowing  passion  from  the 
flowing  days,  grinding  sand 

and  caustic  dreams— 
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this  is  no  passion, 

waiting  in  the  garden 
for  the  passing  of  the  sun, 

for  the  passing  of  the  day, 
wasting  life  to  scan  these 
harsh  drawn  lines. 

there  is  silence  now, 

vultures  closing 

in  to  shape  the  burning  night. 

ascending,  rising  (I 
can  see  her,  light) 
experience  beckons  fast 

to  shaft  the  dark  with 

dreams— goats  against 
the  fall,  and  lust  before 
the  glory  of  this  god. 


Lazarus  turns  this  time 
and  swallows  hard.  Moments 
ascend,  dictate  thoughts 
he  can  see  now,  can  see 
the  tomb  of  life  is  broken. 


Dance  in  the  streets  of  joy. 


john  grainger 
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The  Bath 


I  am  an  eel. 

Or  this  is  my  amphibious  life. 

Call  it  narcissistic. 

The  cake  of  soap  slips  my  fingers. 

I  am  the  lily  pad 

pressing  it  to  my  flower 

to  my  petal 

to  my  nipple  jewel. 

It  crosses  my  legs, 
a  vessel, 

embarks  on  the  backbone, 
discovers  a  road  of  globes. 

It’s  ointment 

to  my  bludgeoned  fingers. 

I’ll  eat  out  of  its  dish 
and  be  forgiven  error. 

Even  my  thigh 
is  weightless  here. 

I  am  Archimedes’  own. 

I  am  being  christened  here 
as  he  would  have  it. 

Where  my  hand  hones, 
water  babies  glide  and  glimmer. 
This  is  their  scenario. 

I  am  the  soul  of  a  newborn  child. 
This  life  is  afterbirth  around  me. 


rnary  chap 


Wickiup  Mirage 


I  have  tramped  with 

the  thousand 

on  the  hills  of  California 

through  the  last  nights 

of  September 

with  the  endnights  of 

my  youth 

I  have  sat  on 

concrete  stairways 

voiceless 

and  watched 

the  thousand 

go  their  ways 


patrick  ginnetty 
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Mindsearcher  My  tears  have  no  eyes 

i,  hearthealer  with  which  to  see  you. 

you,  soul  wearer  Blind  with  nothing 

both.  save  that  i  ve  lost  .  .  . 

But  how 


edward  falis 
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dreamed  with  you.  And  be. 


Nothing? 

Nothing  bouncing  down 
the  blue  staircase,  Job? 

Your  wretched  breath 
and  spittle  dripping  down 
your  chin 
may  be  all  ya  got 

Give  up  so  easy? 

No  lollypop  today? 

Step  up  a  little  closer 
sonny 
a  little  closer  still 
Now  bite  this  nickel  while  I  pluck 

your  sight. 


william  mundy  reap 
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